One bad apple does not spoil the whole bunch.
A bunch of bad apples do not spoil the whole orchard.
If you prefer brambles, plant those instead.


Daughters Are A Blessing - Especially Mine
If you will note the plural
Daughters
My girls are a blessing
My beautiful garden of girls
Especially my daughters
My flowers, my pretty roses
Roses are for roses from roses
Beautiful fine fillies, lovely ladies
Daughters are a blessing - especially mine!


Indiana and Louise
My lovelies cross-country trip
I followed
So worried about my little girl
Indiana, like a thing of beauty
Had travelled
I tried to help her
She went to a squalid college
In a drab neighborhood
Full of apartments with broken plaster
The smell was acrid
My precious little girl needed help
Her gypsy stew was inedible
We ordered take out


Irish Parade
The line of leprauchauns
Every Saint Patrick's Day
Walking the straight line
Bagpipers, batons, marching staidly
Flags waving in the cool breeze

I need a drink.


Iris' Garden
We had a garden of irises.
They made up Iris' garden.
So poetic, so humorous!

My tibia, my fibula and my hubris, my humor.
My daughters are the best, that is no rumor.


Iron Lung
My father
I loved him
He had tuberculosis
Medical bills
Medical experiments
Me, the oldest
Purple heart highway - I'm crying


I'll Tell You About Angels
Let me tell you about Angie
Ms. Amazon
What's it to you?

Does it matter who Angie is
Or what she does?
The nerve of you telling me
What an angel should be like.

Angels are like us.
We are angels in disguise.
You have no idea about angels.

I can tell you about heaven and earth.
You must not yell or scream or curse.
Our intentions are just as important
As our actions are.
What we say is more important
Than what we do or think.

Words are what it is about, not just the wharf and the whales.


Eh, Juneau
Donna did not like Eh, Juneau

Jane paid the rent on time.

Donna accused her of every crime.



Eh, Juneau did not like phone sex.

For that Donna slapped her.

I loved Donna, Donna loved me.



Still, I set Eh, Juneau free.

Now, woe is my hope tree.

What will become of me?



She became everyone she could.

She became Laura, Angie, Donna, me.

Nothing I could do - she took it all.


Jones Lane
There was a stately mansion there
It was whitewashed like the rest
However, it had a certain charm
Unlike the rest - the columns had vines
I admired the vines of flowers that grew
Clumps of flowers in the ground around
Adorning the lawn here and there
The landscaping done at home by the houseboy
In Westchester County, it never would have been done by a girl


Kathleen Randall
What a handle
That Kathleen Randall
Oh so cute
A genuine fruit
We admire our wonderful girl
She's been around
Quite a social whirl
Beautiful queen
Ruler of the Scene


Kim
I made up many tales
All about Kim
The little girl I babysat
The Rolling Thunder Elementary School
We all laughed, a gorgeous Irish laugh

My hazel-eyed Kim
So much better
Baby blue eyes, not so much
I loved my Kim
My big, rolly polly Kim
Like Autumn, our pet cat.

Our Kim, so much more clever
Than their Kim, so stupid, so old
So much like a Mother already.


Lies
We scattered papers
We did pranks
Dorothy says
We played her game
She analyzed handwriting
She mimicked handwriting
I refused to learn

Dorothy gave me another thing to do
I would not forge the scribe
I would scrub the forge

What did she mean by scrub the forge
She wanted me to write despicable things
Horrible words by other people
I refused to do this


Lilith - a Magazine
Suffolk Community College published my work in Lilith Magazine
I went to the poetry club.
I listened to the poets.
The live poets were all dead.
The dead poets were more lively than the live ones.
This, I learned from a small-faced girl with a big glass heart.


L'Oiseaux
The birds, they cried
L'Oiseaux

I sat and watched from the bench
Lorrie and myself, memories
I waited for Lois
She would always be there
I fed the birds crumbs
Crumbled the entire coffee cake, slowly

My appetite gone
I had thought it to be another brown joke
Just more smear on the bagel
I'd taken Angie to the beach with myself
We smiled, we sat by the water
We drank coffee
Boring old Angie and myself
The old maid
Something about her face became Lois' face
It frightened me
We sad there, longer than usual
I had no idea what to say or think

The seagull looked at me
Did the seagull have Lois' face?
No, it was just a bird
Joining the other birds
L'Oiseaux, Lois would call them.


Mamaroneck Motel on the Mountain
We honeymooned at Motel on the Mountain
It was a quiet little place
We played around at Motel on the Mountain
It was a setting for our little race
Niagara Falls, I lied, she never forgot
We did not honeymoon at Niagara Falls.

I got to see the woods, I got to look at the forest.
From far away, I could see the smoke from the city.
Now, the smoke gets in my eyes, and I cry.


Mary Mary Quite Contrary
Mary Mary quite contrary
She was my little sister you know
How does your garden grow?
Upside down, you little clown
Keep the roses inside your noses
Roses are red and so is your nose
Keep it to yourself - marry Mary indeed.

Did you really think it was about gardening?
Did you really think it could be done?

Growing roses, they have thorns
Garden girls they get scorn.
Do you want to be just a maid?
Mary, Mary be like me instead!


Miller Place
It was that place again
With Jeff and his new wife
That little town
Why not the old wife why the new wife
He got bored he wanted an older model
That was wonderful
Jeff if you marry the old wife again
She's going to kill you
I know Dad
Jeff's Dad started yelling and scrubbing
Scrubbing and yelling
I detailed the house
Careful not to break anything
Jeff smashed things into the floor tile frequently
I never yelled at him
Jeff was down on the floor
Blood trickling from his nose
Red, on the floor
Floor on the red
I decided to go home.


Mother the Fashion Spy
Perhaps at one time
She had actually done designs

Although now she would not
Or, maybe she could not

That was back then
However, the memories became vivid

What she did became more alive
Year after year

Seeing "her" work in stores
Looking at things she did not do

She made photographs of dresses
Created sketches of suits

If she had managed to do vice-versa
It would have been very cute


Mrs. Smith
We remember you
Pale, the light perfume, floral
Dandifying me
Helping me through the fields
Dandelion fields full of roses
Roses always roses
We adorned your life with bouquets
She brought roses
Sometimes to me


My brother Robert Evans
He was staid
He was sober
He looked years older
He became a Christian
He stopped being fun.
I missed the former Robert Evans
What happened to my brother?

Visit his website biblestudymanuals.net


Oz
It became Kansas suddenly
Where women in dresses worked gardens
The Emerald City was in Westchester
The women in dresses worked scrubby grounds
The dirt of the soil clay and sand, tough
The women were tough
Like trucks or bulldozers
I became tough after becoming part of this
My husband became my fiance my boyfriend
Or, perhaps - oh, no - that was backwards
My friend became my lover became my fiance then my husband
That's how it usually goes
We met the relatives in Oz
We got to see the towering corn fields with rows of corn braids
The women did the sunflowers and the tomatoes close to the house
Always cooking, always canning, gardening by the eaves


Peaches and Cream
She always had a beautiful face
So fruity, such a Georgia Peach.
I loved her, my daughter, my dear
A sweet, sensitive soul with a figure
Not quite a figure 8, figures in the bank.

You're not my girl, my girl will never have figures.
I tell you, she's in a bind with my daughters.

Give me a book now.
Publish me, and you will not have regrets.
Ignore me and your life will be hell.
Go to hell if you don't publish me.


Pink or Pearly?
Barbie doll
What a sense of humor
All pretty, pink and plastic
My favorite doll
Should she be pearly or pink?
I like the pink
What about the pearly
Words, like dummy bullets
Pearly handle
Pink handle
Oh, Barbie, you special doll.

In the thrall of it all
In your Connecticut mansion
By the waterfront.
Oh Barbie, my special doll.


Susan Gayle and Rika
It was not all we ever spoke of
We did our thing
I got my diamond ring
I got my heiress package
The new group, the new store
Told you we were going to take this town
Not just Graffitti, Musical Graffitti

We weren't going down like some This Old Town
We were here to celebrate a New Day in a New Way
We could do it, just us friends
We would be together, until the end

I took a back seat to their antics
Watched their performances, totally manic


The Glen Livet
My father's best whiskey
Glen Livet
I liked O Paddy's
Irish whiskey
One day he threw the bottle
Out the window into the grass
It was not empty

Then, I realized how sick he was



The Horse Stable
Sometimes, we would go riding
My best friend Marjorie and myself
Rolling hills of emerald green grass
Reeds, pale reeds and paler horses
I liked to ride the pale horse


Tucks
We went to Tucks
Shelley and I
All pretty in pink
We bought jelly beans
From little Donna
My little Madonna with the long, blonde hair
Donna is my angel
She gets me there
Shelley loves Donna
She hugs and she treats
With a voice sweetly discreet
We bought chocolates in boxes
We bought jelly beans in glassine bags
All pristine, all glossy
Those wild Irish eyes
Our happy little chocolate cups
For drinking out of sweets
Life, a toast to every day


Under the Table
As a teenager I learned about
Life under the table
We scrapped a lot
Gleaning what we could
From quiet fat from the land
Even the fats were noisier
Than Mother liked
Mother preferred silence.

We enjoyed the noise at school.
Oh, the Academy, the big playground
I loved my silversmithing class.
Still, that was life under the table


Valhalla
A baby baby baby
Younger than gravy
Hair would be eventually wavy

What a girl, pair-mated at birth
By parents who thought it was mirth

My dirges my funeral pyre
Oh, those diaries are to my ire

She's going to get money
The money is for her

She's a perfect angel
She spreads her wings they come inside
I don't want to be angelic 


Virginia's Obituary
Rough draft
To be published on the day of Virginia's Cremation
April 1st, April Fool's Day
The day of goodbye
She had wit, she had humor
To say goodbye to Virginia
More than a rumor
Not the famous writer
This Virginia Gray
Just some unknown poetess
That is all we can say

John Junior wrote an obituary
As did her son Doug
It's too late for a hug

Goodbye Virginia
We shall see you no more
We can only say farewell now
Literate forums, literacy circles

She worked for Pioneer Imports
Under Tammy White and Terry Cobblestone
She became rich by discovering a new way
Of manufacturing artificial diamonds
She travelled to Arkansas
She found diamonds at Crater Park

Virginia was a maven
At many long lost arts


Virginia's Obituary II
She loved dancing, walking in the sand
Virginia was a romantic lady.
Virginia, from White Plains, New York
She attended the Academy of the Dramatic Arts
She was a character actor
She was a beauty.
She danced at Arthur Murray's dance studio.
She also lived in New Rochelle, New York
She attended silversmithing classes and worked as a candystriper.
She lived in the past.
Virginia enjoyed the moment after it was over.
She loved her old life.
She worked at creative arts, she loved flowers.


Virginia's Obituary III
Virginia was a lover of life, had many friends
She was a friend of Laura Branigan
She enjoyed going to Bennigan's
She attended many birthday parties.
She gave many gifts.
She learned how to do regifting.
Virginia worked for the California Fragrance Company as a designer.
Virginia loved people.


Wearing The Cat
We would go on rides
In Mother's car
Her stately black hair
Adorned with a hat
One summer's day
She also wore a cat
Note her frail face
Was not just covered by that hat

We laughed until we cried
Cupping hands over faces

Today I tell the tale
Of that day so long ago
Hazel eyes, sad eyes
Remembering that time
She's gone now, Mother is
There's no more left to say
I have become married
My last name changed to Gray


We Shall Not Be Vacationing Again Together
Why did she yell at me, was it that bad?

While she was unconscious?

That had been her husband and he would be her husband again.

That was her timeshare, her share in time.

Why hadn't she yelled at Barbie?

Barbie was in charge, Barbie made me do many things.

She never, every yelled at Barbie, that little doll.

It wasn't fair. It was not right. It was mean.

She never screamed at Barbie so pretty, so pink.

She should have gotten in Barbie's face.

Well, she should have known Barbie was in charge.

If she was really an angel, she would have known.

Just because she was out cold, that wasn't that bad.

I've been rendered out cold, unconscious.

I always told fairy tales about it.



Planted like a Tulip Bulb
Rutabaga into the fields or daffodils to uproot
Tastily they go into the madding crowds
Bulbs of flowers into the garden patch they go.

It also helps that critique is appealing element to the show
I like her subdued humor and am a fan.
My mark my target writes better the critics say
Miniskirts are appealing on tarts like me,
I dance on-the-nose easily with my partner
Hyper-staring professors glare at the most strange acts.
Off-topic sex show's short runtime does meander a bit
The tenth circle of hell does exist, perhaps.


From the Help Desk - Go Figure
Drinking is inspirational
Every day a birthday party
By December - bright light
Shiny and frightfully trippy
As they stare blankly.

Charisma Shadow cloned over the Prairie
emo style miserable permanent atrophy
Babe and me play: Mountain bells impossible
When you were young we randomized tot parts
Miami we incorporated her into our flapjacks -
Assimilated.


Cyberspace Lurking
Searching for her writing
Better start now before it gets much worse.
The plasticity of it all what I built - Charisma.
Shadow is not flavorful, some say it has an odor.
Perhaps it was a spell cast by someone.
Maybe she, then again: it could have been anyone.

Some say this, others say that about the canals
Venice Canals in California full of things from
Pipes from toilets mainly processed, rich and fulsome.










